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For what s more miferable then Difcontefit ? 

Ah Vnckle Humfrey , in thy face I fee 


i hnA 


i 


The Map of Honor,Truth,and Loyalcie,: d - 

And yet, good Humfrey, is the houre to come. 

That ere I prou’d thee falfe^ot fear'd thy faith. 

What lowring Starre now efiuics thy eftate ? 

That thefcgreat Lords,and Margaret our Quccne, 

Doe feeke fubuerfion of thy harmcleffe Life. 

Thou neuer didft them wrong,nor no man wrong; 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfc, 

And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughtcr-houfe; 

Eucn fo remorfelefle haue they borne him hence: 

And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe. 
Looking the way her hartneleffe young one went, 

And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings Ioffe; 
Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Gkjters cafe 
With fad vnhelpefull tearcs, and with dimn'd eyes ; 
Looke after him,and cannot doe him good: 

So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and ’twixt each groane, 
Say,who's a Tray tor ? GloTlcr he is none. Exit . 

Oupene* Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames: 

Henry, my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, 

Too full of foolifti pittie : and Glojlcrs (hew 
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paflengers; 

Or as the Snake,roird in a flowring Banke, 

With Alining checker'd Hough doth fling a Child, 

That for the beautie thinkes it excellent. 

Bcleeue me Lords,wcre none more wife then I, 

And yet herein I iudge mine o vvne Wit good 5 
This Glofler fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid vs from the feare we haue of him. 

£ard. That he fhould dye,is worchie pollicie, 

But yet we want a Colour for his death : 

Tis meet he be condemn'd by courfe of Law. 

Suff. Sut in my minde,that were no pollicic: . 

The King will labour fliil to faue his Life, 

The Commons haply rifc,to faue his Life; 

And yet we haue but triuiall argument, 

Jvlore then miftruft,that fhewes him worthy death. 
Yorker So that by this,you would not haue him dye. 
Stiff. Ah Yirkfjno man aliue,fo faine as I. 

| Yorke. ’Tis Yorke that hath more reafon for bis death. 
But my LcmLCardinall,ai*d you my Lord of Suffolke, 
Say as you thinkc,and fpcake it from your Soules: 

Wer’t not all one, an emptie Eagle were fet. 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Ky te. 

As place Duke Humfrey for the Kings Protc<ftor£ 
Queens, So the poorc Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Sujf. Madame'tis true: and wer’t not madneffe then. 
To make-the Fox iiirueyor of the Fold ? 

Who bcingaccu*’/d a craftic Murtherer, 

His guilt fhould be but idly ported ouer, 

Bccaufe his purpole is not executed. 

No: let him dye^n that he is a Fox, 

By nature prou’d an Enemie to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be ftayrfd with Crimfon blood. 

As Humfrey prou'd by Reafons to my Liege. 

And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him; 

Be it by Gynnc$,by Snarts ? by Subtletie, 

Sleeping,or Waking/tis 110 matter how, 

So he be dead; for that is good deceit, 

Which mates him firft,that firft intends deceit. 


JSveene. Thrice Noble SuffblkeXiCr^y' . ^ 
Stiff. Not rcfolute,except fo much WereJ^^ 
For things are often fpoke, and feldome me - ° nc > 
But that my heart accordeth with my tone 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, ° c> 

And to preferue my Soilcraigne from his Fo 
Say but the word,and I will be bis Prieft 

C4rd.But I would haue him dead,mw Lo r J r. 

Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft • °* 

Say you confcnt.and cenfure well the deed 
And lie prouide his Executioner, * 

I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege, 

Stiff. Here is my Hand,the deed is worthv A„- 
ffltteene. And fo fay I. ^ 0in g< 

Yorke. And I: and now we three haue fpoiit' 

It skills not greatly who impugnetourdoomc. K> 
Enter a Pofie. 

Great Lords,from Ireland am I come a, h ,:„ 
To figmfie,that Rebels there are vp, aiDe » 

And put the Engliflimer. vnto the Sword. 

Send Succours(Lords)and flop the Rage betime 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable • * 

For being greene,there is great hope of helpe 
Card. A Breach that cranes a quick expedient flop,,. 
What counfaile giue you m this weightic cjufe? 1 
Yorke. That Somerfet be fent as Regent thither • 
’Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy’d, 

Witneffe the fortune he hath had in France. 

Spot. If 7 V£f,witballhis farre-fet pollicic 
Had beene the Regent therein (lead of me * 

He neuer would haue flay’d in France fo long, 

Yorke. No,not to lofe it all,as thou haft done. 

I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 

Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home. 

By flaying there fo long.tiil all were loft. 

Shew me one skarrc.chara&er’d on thy Skinne, 

Mens flefli preferu’d fo whole.,doe feldome winne. 
£>u. N ay then,this fparkc will proue a raging fire, 

If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with: 

No more,good Yorke■ fweet Somerfet be ftill. 

Thy fortune Yorke, hadft thou beene Regent there, 
Might happily haue prou'd farre worfe then his. 

Yorke. What,worfe then naught ? nay,then a fliame 
take all. .... 

Somerfet. And in the number, thee, that wifheft 
fhame, 

CArd. My Lord of Yorke,tric what your fortune is: 
Th’vnciuiinCerncs of Ireland are in Armes, 

And temper Clay with blood of Engliftimen. 

To Ireland will you Icade a Band of men, 

Collected choycely,from eachCountiefome, 

And trie your hap againft the Irifhmene 
Yorke. I will,my Lord,lbpleafehrsMaieftie. 

Stiff. Why,our Authorise is his conferit, 

And what we doe eftablifh,he confirmesr 
Then,Noble Yorke, take thou this Taske in hand. 

Yorke. I am content: Prouide meSouldiers,Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires, 

Sujf. A charge,Lord Torke that I will fee perform’d. 
But now returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrej. 

Curd. No mote of him: for I will deale with him, 
That henceforth he fhall trouble vs no more: 

And fo breake off,the day is almoft fpent, 


Lord Suffolk?,you and I muft talkc of that euent 


YorkeMl 


A. 
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I I i Min^i 7 


The fecondTart of H enry theSixt. 




- TL^fSuffolke,within foureteene dayes 

. Rriftow I expeft tny Souldicrs, 

i He ftiippe them all tor Ireland. 

For ‘L; He fee it truly done,my Lord of Yorke. Exeunt. 
* M*net Yorke. 

r rke. Now York?,ox neucr,fteelc thy fearfull thoughts, 
. ArhMZe mildoubt to refolution) 

Re that thou iiop’ft to be,or what thou art; 

Offiene to death,it is not worth th emoying: 

T alc-fac’c feare keepe with the tneane-borne man, 

And finde no harbor m a Royall heart. 

P ftcr the Spring-time fhowrcsi,comes thoght onthoght. 
And not a thought,but thinkes on Dignitte. 

Mv Bfay ne > morc c ^ icn laboring Spider, 

\Vcaues tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

\Vcll Nobles, wcllrus politikely done, 
jo fend nac packing with an Hoafl of men : 

1 feare me, you but warmc the ftarued Snake. 

Whocherifht in your brcafl$,will fling your hearts* 

’Xvvas men I lackt,and you will giue them me; 

I take it kindly: yet be well affur'd. 

You put ftarpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mightie Band, 
jvvill ftirrevp in England fome black Scorme, 

Shall blowe ten thoufand Soules to Heaucn,or Hell: 

And this fell Tempefl (hall not ceafe to rage, 

Vmill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparanc Beames, 

Doecalme cliefuricof this mad-bred Flavve. 

And for a minifter of my intent, 

I haue fedac’d a head-ftrong Kcntifhman, 
lohn Cade of Afhford, 

Tomake Commotion,as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of fohn tJMortimer. 

Inlreland haue I feenc this ftubborne Cade 
Oppofe himfclfc againft a Troupe of Kernes, 

And fought fo long,till that his tbighes with Dares 
Were almoft like a fliarpe-quill’d Porpentine: 

And in the end being refeued,! haue feenc 
Him caprc vpright,like a wilde Moriico, 

Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells. 

Full often,® e a fhag-hayr’d craftie Kerne^ 

Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, 

And vndifcoucr’djcomc to me againe. 

And giuen me notice of their Villanies. 

ThisDeuill here fhall be my fubftitutc; 

For that Iokn Mortimer, which now i3 dead, 

In face,in gate,in fpecch he doth refcmble. 

By this,I (hall percciue the Commons minde. 

How they affedt the Houfe and Clayme of York** 

Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured; 

I know,no paine they can inflidt vpon him. 

Will make him fay,I mou d him to thofe Arm cs. 

Say that he thriue,as 5 cis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength. 

And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fovv’d. 

For Humfrey • being dead,as he fhall be, 

And Henry put apart: the next for me* Exlt m 

Enter two or three running oner the Stage i frem the 
Murt her of Duke Humfrey . 

I. RunnetomyLordofSuffolke:lethimkriow 
We haue difpatcht the Duke,as he commanded* 

Oh,that it were to doe: what haue we done ? 

)idft cucr heare a;man fo penitent ? Sntir Suffolk y. 

i. Here comes my Lord. 


Sujf. Now Sirs,haue you difpatcht this thing r 
x. I,my good Lord,hce's dead. 

Suf. Why that’s well faid.Goe,gct you to my Houle; 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 

The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 

Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well. 
According as I gaue directions ? 
i. 'Tis,my good Lord. 

Sujf. Away,be gone. Exeunt. 

Sound Trumpets. Enter the King,the Quccnc, 
Cardinally Suffolke,Somerfet y mth 
ylttendantt. 

King. Goc call our Vnckle to our prefence ftraight: 
Say,vve intend to try his Grace to day^ 

If he be guiltie.as ’tis publiftied. 

Sujf. lie call him prefently,my Noble Lord. Exit. 
Kino. Lords take your places: and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter ’gainft our Vnckle Glofler, 

Then from true euidcnce.of good efteeme, 
Hcbeapprou’d in pra&ife culpable. 

fflueene.G od forbid any Malice fhould preuayle, 

That faultleffe may condemne a Noble man : 

Pray God hemay acquit himoflufpition. 

Ktnrr. IthanketheeiVc//, theft wordes content mee 
much. 

Enter Suffolke. 

How now? why look’ft thou pale? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? v/hat's the matter .Suffolke? 

Sujf. Dead in his Bed,my Lord: Glofler is dead. 

Oueene . Marry God forfend. 

~Card. Gods fecret Iudgcmenc: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpcake a word. 

King founds. 

J$u. How fares my Lord i Helpe Lords,the King is 

dead. 

Som. Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Nofe* 

R unne,goe,heIpe,helpc:Oh Henry ope thine eyes* 
Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 
King. Oh Heauenly God. 

^.How fares my gracious Lord ? 

Sujf. Comfort my Soucraigne 3 gracious Henry com¬ 
fort. 

Af/^.What,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort mef 
Came he right now to ling a Raucns Note, 

Whole difmall tune bereft my Vitall powres: 

And thinkes he.that the chirping of a Wren* 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaft. 

Can chafe away the lirft-conceiued found ? 

Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred word$ 3 
Lay not thy hands on me: forbeare I fay, 

Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fling. 

Thou balefull MdTcnger,ouc of my fight: 

Vpon thy eye-bal^murderous Tyrannie 
Sits in grim Maieftie,to fright the World, 

Looke not vpon me,for thine eyes are wounding; 

Yet doe not goe away’: corneBafiliskc, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight: 

For in the fhade of death,I (hall findc ioy ;. 

In life,but double death,now Glofter's dead. 

Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him. 

Yet he moft Chriftian-lrke laments his death: 

And for my felfe^Foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tearcs,or heart-offending groanes^ 

Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life i 
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